DESIGN   FOR   LIVING           ACT I
rudely interrupted, that it isn't you, yourself, I dis-
approve of. It's your mode of life.
GILDA (laughing slightly) :    Oh, I see !
ERNEST :    Your life is so dreadfully untidy, Gilda.
GILDA :    I'm not a tidy person,
ERNEST : You haven't yet answered my original
question.
GILDA :   Why I don't marry Otto ?
ERNEST : Yes. Is there a real reason, or just a lot
of faintly affected theories ?
GILDA :   There's a very real reason.
ERNEST :    Well ?
GILDA: I love him. (She glances towards the bedroom
door and says louder): I love him.
ERNEST: All right! All right, there's no need to shout.
GILDA : Yes, there is, every need. I should like to
scream.
ERNEST : That would surely be very bad for Otto's
neuralgia.
GILDA (calming dawtt) : The only reasons for me to
marry would be these : To have children; to have a
home; to have a background for social activities, and to
be provided for. Well, I don't like children; I don't
wish for a home; I can't bear social activities, and I
have a small but adequate income of my own. I love
Otto deeply, and I respect him as a person and as an
artist. To be tied legally to him would be repellent to
me and to him, too. It's not a dashing bohemian
gesture to Free Love: we just feel like that, both of us.
Now, are you satisfied ?
ERNEST :   If you are.
GILDA : You're impossible, Ernest, You sit there
looking quizzical, and it maddens me I
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